36       SELECTED SHORT STORIES
large, dignified, and rather noble face, was dis-
concerting. It became wrinkled, or, as it were,
crumpled ; and such a twinkling overcame his
eyes as was frequently only to be extinguished by
moisture. * That's rich!' was his favourite
expression to describe what had tickled him ; for
he had preserved the use of Devonshire expres-
sions, bringing them forth from an intimate pet
drawer of memory, and lingering over them with
real gusto. He still loved, too, such Devonshire
dishes of his boyhood as fi junket3 and "toad in
the hole *; and one of his favourite memories
was that of the meals snatched at the old coaching
inn at Exeter, while they changed the horses of
the Plymouth to London coach* Twenty-four
hours at ten miles an hour, without ever a break !
Glorious drive ! Glorious the joints of beef, the
cherry brandy ! Glorious the old stage coachman,
a * monstrous fat chap' who at that time ruled
the road !
In the City, where his office was situate, he
was wont, though at all times a very moderate
eater, to frequent substantial, old-fashioned
hostelries such as Roche's, Pirn's, or Birch's in
preference to newer and more pretentious places
of refreshment. He had a remarkable palate too,
and though he drank very little, was, in his prime,
considered as fine a judge of wine as any in
London. Of tea he was particularly fond,
and always consumed the very best Indian,
made with extreme care, maintaining that the